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The Tragedieof Cjmbeline . 


Imogen awakes. 

Yes Sir, to Milford-Hauen, which is the way ? 

I thanke you,: by yond bufli? pray how farre thetber / 
.’Ods pittykins: can it be fixe wile yet ? 

I haue gone all night: ’Faith.,Lie lye downe r and fleepe. 
But foft ; no Bedfellow /Qh Gods,and Goddcffes/ 

Thefc Flowres are like the pleasures of the World; 

This bloody mao the care on’t. 1 hope I dreamc: 

For fo I thought 1 was a Caue-keeper, 

And Cooke to honeft Creatures. But tis not fo: 

’Twas but a bolt of nothing, fhot at nothing, 

Whi.ch the Btaine makes of Fumes. Our very eyes, 

Are fometimes like our Iudgements.blindc. Good faith 
1 tremble ftill with feare: but if there be 
Yet left in H.eauen, as fmall a drop of pittie 
As a Wrens eye; fear’d Gods, a part of it. 

The Drcaine’s hecre fiill: euen when I wake it is 
Without me,as within me i not imagin’d,felt. 
Aheadleffe man ? The Garments of Poflhumm ? 

1 know the fhape oPs Legge: this is his Hand: 

His Foote Mercuriall: his martial! Thigh 

The brawnes of Hercules \ buc his louiall face — ■ - 

Murtherinheauen/How ?’tisgone. Fi/anto ? 

All Curfes madded Hecuba gaite the Grcekes, 

And mine to boot, be darted on thee: thou 
Confpir’d with that Irregulous diuell Cloten, 

Hath hecre cut off my Lord. To write, and read, 

Be henceforrh treacherous. Damn’d Ptfamo, 

Hath with his forged Letters (damn’d Pfanio) 

From this mod braueft veflcll of the world 
Strooke themaine top l Oh P eft humus, alas. 

Where is thy head?where’s that? Aycme] where’s that ? 
Pifanio might haue kill’d thee at rhe heart. 

And left this head on. How fliould this be, Pifanio ? 

’Tis he, and Cloten :Malicc, and Lucre in them 
Haue laid this Woe hcere. Oh ’tis pregnant, pregnant! 
The Drugge he gaue me, which hec faid was precious 
And Cordiall to me, haue I not found it 
Murd’rous to’th’Senfes / Thatconfirmcs it home; 

This is Pfanio's deede, and Cloten : Oh • 

Giue colour to my pale cheekc with thy blood. 

That we thehorrider may feeriie to thole 
Which chance to finde vs. Ob, my Lord J my Lord! 
Enter Lucius ,C apt attics.anda Soothfajer. 

Cap. To them,the Legions garrifon’d in Gallia 
After your wil I, haue croft the Sea, attending 
You hecre at Milford-Hauen, with your Shippes • 

They are hcere in readineffe. 

Luc, But what from Rome? 

Cap, The Senate hath flirr’d vp the Confiners, 

And Gentlemen of Italy, moft willing Spirits, 

That promife Noble Seruice: and they come 
Vnder the Conduft of bold Uchimo , 

Sjcnna* s Brother. 

Luc. When expert you them? 

Cap. With the next benefit o’th’winde/ 

Luc. This forwardndfe 

Makes our hopes faire. Command our prefent numbers 
Be mutter’d : bid the Captaines looke too’t. Now Sir, 
What haue you dtcam’d of late of this warres purpofe. 

Sooth. Laft night,the very Gods fliew’d me a vifion 
(I faft,and pray’d for their Intelligence) thus: 

1 faw loues Bird, the Roman Eagle wing’d 
From the fpungy South, to this part of the Welt, 

There vanifh’d in the Sun -beames,which portends 
(V nleffe my finnes abufc my Diuination) 


I 


Succeflc to th’Roman hoafl.~ ~ .. 

Luc. Dreameoften fo," ' • 4 ~ 

And neuer falfe. Soft hoa, wbat truncke is hecre V 
Without his top rTheruine fpeakes!: that f n «, f 
It was a wort hy building. How? a Page? t - ,n,e . 
Or dead, or fleeping on him ? But dead rather • 1 

For Nature doth abhorre to make his Bed 

With the defunft, or fleepe vpon the dead. 

Let’s fee the Boyes face. • i 

Cap. Hee’s aliuemy Lord. 

Luc. Hec’l then inftruft vs of this body • Yotm 
Informe ys of thy Fortunes, for ic Teethes 0ile 

They craue to be demanded: who is this 
Thou mak’ft thy bloody Pillow ? Or who was he 
That (otherwife then noble Nature did) 

Hath alter’d that good Pifturc? What’s thy i nt „ 

In this fad wracke? How came’t ? Who is’t? ” 

What art thou/ 

Imo. I amnothing; orifnot. 

Nothing to be were better: This was my Mafler 
A very valiant Britaine, and a good, T 

That hcere by Mountaineers lyes flaine: Alas 
There is no more fuch Mafters : I may wander 
From Eaft to Occident, cry out for Seruice 
Try many, all good: ferue truly: neuer * 

Finde fuch another Mafler. 

Luc, Lacke,goodyouth: 

Thou mou'ft no lefle with thy complaining then 
Thy Maifter in bleeding: fay his narr.e,good Friend. 

Imo, Richard e).u Champ : If I do lye, and do 
No harme by it, though the Gods heare, I hope 
They’l pardon it. Say you Sir/ 

Luc, Thy name ? 

Imo. F'.dele Sir. 

Luc. Thou doo’ftapproue thy felfe the very fame; 

Thy Name well fits thy Faith; thy Faith,thy Name: ' 
Wilt take thy chance with me? 2 will not fay 
Thou fhialt be fo well mafter’d, but be fure 
No lefle belou’d. The Romane Emperors Letters 
Sent by a Confull to me, fliould not fooner 
Then thine owne worth preferre thee: Go with me. 

Imo. lie follow Sir. But firft.andc pleafe the Gods, 
lie hide my Mafler from the Flies,as deepe 
As thefe poore Pickaxes can digge: and when 
With wild wood-leaues & weeds.I ha’flrew’dhis graue 
And on it faid a Century of prayers 
(Such as I can)twice o’re, Jle weepe,and fighe, 

And leauing fo his feruice/ollowyou, 

So pleafe you entertaine mcc. 

Luc. I good youth, 

And rather Father thee, then Mafler thee: My Friends, 
The Boy hath taught vs manly duties: Let vs 
Finde out the prettied Daz.ied-Plot we can. 

And make hira with our Pikes and parcizans 
A Graue: Come, Arme him: Boy hee’spreferi’d 
By thee, to vs, and he fliall beinterr’d 
As Souldiers can. Be cheerefull $ wipe thine eyes, 
Some Falles are theanes the happier to arife. Exesmt 

Scena 7 ertia. 


Enter Cjmbeline,Lords,and Pifanin. 

Cjm. Againe: and bring roe.word how Vis with her, 
A Fcauour with the abfence of her Sonne; 
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7 be Tragedieof Cjmbeline , 


A rnadnefle, ofwhich her life’s in danger : Hcaucns, 
Hovv deeply you ac once do touch me, Imogen, 

The great part of my comfort, gone; My Queene 
Vpon a defpera c bed,and in a time 
When fearefull Warres point at me : Her Sonne gonc > 
Soneedfull for this prelent r It (Irikes mc,paft 
The hope of comfort. But for thee,Fellow, 

Who needsmuft know other departure, and 

feeme lo ignorant, weeT enforce it from thee 
By a fharpe Torture. 

Tif Sir, my life is yours, 

I humbly fer it at your will: But for my Mfftris, 

I nothing know where flic remames: why gone, 
fjor when fhc purpofes recurne. Bdeech your Highncs, 
Hold me your loyall Seruant. 

Lord . Good my Liege, 

The day th 2 t fl^e was; miuihg, he was hcere; 

I dare be bound hce’s true, and (hail performe 
All pares of his lubicdTicn loyally. For Cloten $ 

There wants no diligence in fecking him. 

And will no doubt be found, 

Cym> Thetimeistroublefome: 

Wee’l flip you for a feafon, but our tecdoufe 
Do’s yet depend. 

Lord, So plcaie your Maiefty, 

ThcRomaine Legions,all from Gallia drawne. 

Are landed on your Coafl, with a lupply 
OfRoroainc Gentlemen, by the Senate fenr. 

Cym. Now for the Counfailc of my Son and Q^nccn, 
J am amaz’d with matter. 

Lord, Good my Liege* 

Your preparation C3n affront no lefle (ready: 

Then what you heare of. Come more, for more vouVc 
The want is>but to put chofe Powrcs in motion, 

That longtomoue. 

Cyme I thanke you : let’s withdraw 
And mecte rhe Time, as ir kekes vs* We feare not 
What can from Italy annoy vs, but 
Wegveeueac chances hecre. Away. Exeunt 

Ptfa. I heard no Letter from my Mafler,Gnce 
1 wrote him Imogen was flaine. Tis ftrange: 

Nor he3re I from my Miftris, who did promife 
Toyeeld me often tydirigs. Neither know I 
What is betide to Cloten y but remaine 
Pcrplcxtin all. The Heaucnsflili muft workc : 

Wherein I am falfe, I sm honeft : roc true, tube true. 
Thefeprefent warres (hall finde I leue my Country, 

Euen to the note o’d/King, or He fall in them: 

All other doubts, by time let them be clcer’b. 

Fortune brings in fomc Boats^that are not fleer’d. Exit, 


Scena Quart a. 


Enter 'Belarim,Gmierirngf^ Aruiragtu. 

Gui . The noyfe is round about vs. 

7deL Let vs from it. 
xArtti. What plea fure Sir,we finde in lifc ? to loeke it 
From Adion > and Aducnture. 

Gui . Nay,what hope 

Haue we in hiding vs? This way the Romaincs 
Muft or for Britainesflay vs orreceiue vs 
For barbarous and vnimurail Reuolts 
During their vfc,andflay vs after. 

\ 


yn 

*Bef Sonnes, 

Wee 5 l higher to the Mountaines, there fecure v** 

To the Kingsparty there’s no going: newnefle 
Ot Clotens death (we being not knowne, not mufter’d 
Among the Bands) may driuc vs to a render 
here we haue liu'd; and fo extort from’s that 
Which we haue done, whole anfwcr would be death 
Drawnc on with Torture. 

Gui, This is (Sir)a doubt 
In fuch a time, nothing becomming you. 

Nor fatisfying vs. 

Arui. It is not likely. 

That when they heare their Roman horfes neigh. 

Behold their quarter’d Fires; haue both their'eyes 
Av;d cares fo cloyd importantly as now. 

That they will wafte their time vpon our noce^ 

To know from whence we are. 

"Bel. Oh,I am knowne 
Of many, in the Army :Many yceres 
(Though Cloten then but young) you fee, not wore him 
From my remembrance. And befidcs, the King 
Hath not deferu'd my Seruice, nor vour Loues, 

Who finde in my Exile, the want ofBreeding * 

The cerrainty of this heard life, aye hopcleffe 
To haue the courccfie your Cradle promis’d, ° 

But to be ftill hot Summers Tanlings,and 
The fhrinking Slaues ofWinccr. 

Gui* Then be fo. 

Better to ceafe to be. Pray Sir, to’th’Army ; 

I, and my Brother are not knowne; your felfe 
So out of thought, and thereto fo orc-growne^ 

Cannot be queftion’d. 

Arui . By this Sunr»e chat flhines 
I!c thither: What thing is’:, thac I neuer 
Did fee man dye, fcnrle euer look’d on blood. 

But that of Coward Hares,hot Goats 3 and Vcnifon ? 
Neuer beflrid a.Horfefauc one, that had 
A Rider like ir*y felfe, who ne’re wore Rowell, 

Nor Iron on his heeled ] am afham’d 
To looke vpon the holy Sunnc, to haue 
T he benefit ofhis blcft Bcamcs,remaining 
So long a poore vnknowne. 

Gui By heauens lie go, 

Ifyou will blclle me Sir, and giue mclcaue, 
lie cake the better care: but if you will not. 

The hazard therefore due fall ontne,by 
The hands ofRomaines. 

Arui. So fay I, Amren. 

BeL Norcafonl (finceofyourliuesyou fet^ 

So flight a valewation) fliould referue 

My crack’d one to more care. Haue with you Boyes: 

If in your Country warres you chance to dye. 

That is my Bed too (Lads)and there He lye. 

Lead,lead; the time feemslong, their blood thinks fcorn 
Till it flycouc,and fhew them Princes borne. Exeunt- 


Actus Quintus, ScenaBrima . 


Enter Pofthumue alone. 

Poft. Yea bloody doth,He keep thee iforlamwilhc 
Thou fliould’fl be colour’d thus. You married ones. 

If each of you fhould take this courfc, h<jw many • * 
Muft niurther Wiucs much better then themfclues 
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